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"Most moving/' he said, "most moving.*5

Once again, his grey eyes slowly ran over the young man's face and
then seemed to become hazy.

"It's a fine word, glory" he murmured.

IV

Lartois went downstairs with a light step, his head held high.

"Well, Doctor, how long do you give him?" asked Isabelle in a low
voice, her eyes bright with tears.

"Everything depends on this," he answered, putting his hand over
his heart, "but as far as I can see, it's a question of hours. After
today's two heart-attacks ..."

They went into the little salon. Urbain and Robert de La Monnerie
rose to their feet.

"I can only repeat to you/* Lartois said to them, "what I have just
been saying to Isabelle. Death may occur at any moment. The con-
gestion of the lungs appears to have moderated, but the cardiac condi-
tion ... There comes a time when our imprecise science can do no
more, and with so dear a friend, it's all the more heartbreaking. My
dear girl, have you by any chance a sheet of writing-paper?"

"For a prescription?" Isabelle asked.

"No, for a bulletin."

The two brothers said nothing. The Marquis nodded his great
coronet of upright hair two or three times.

Robert de La Monnerie, the General, the youngest of the four La
Monnerie brothers, blew on the red rosette which decorated the lapel of
his coat, as if he wished to remove dust from it.

Lartois wrote; "Evening Bulletin."

Suddenly his hand stopped. Two curious bright points of light ap-
peared in his eyes. Isabelle was leaning over the table; the shape of her
rather drooping breasts was clearly defined through her woollen dress;
her olive-skinned body seemed to exhale fatigue. Lartois's glance rose
to Isabella's eyes, but she, her whole consciousness concentrated on her
sorrow, did not notice it.

They all imagined that Lartois was lost in thought. The two little
lights in his eyes had gone out, and the doctor wrote in a rapid narrow
hand: "A notable improvement in the respiratory condition. Some
cardiac weakness. Prognosis reserved."

"Issued in those terms/' he thought, "it will be suitable for everyone,
both for the layman and for my colleagues. No one will be taken by
surprise,, ,'* He signed it: "Professor fenile Lartok"

From seeing his sip^ature reproduced in the newspapers below the
names of famous invalids, he had a seme of becoming famous himself.

He went out into the hall, put on the overcoat handed to him by the
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